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FOREWORD

I •

It is a pleasure to me to write a Foreword for this deeply
interesting narrative of God's grace shown to my beloved
friend and brother in Christ, Dr. Louis T. Talbot, and to
the family with which he was connected by natural ties
and later by ties of grace. God delights to deal with whole
households and to win them all for Himself. The message
to the Philippian jailer, «Thou ... and thy house" is sig
nificant. When one member of a family is saved, it is right
to recognize this as an evidence that it is the will of God
to bring the whole household to Himself. This is illustrated
in these biographical sketches in a remarkable way.
Miss Cook has done an excellent job in putting into such
interesting shape the story of the Australian «brewer's
boy." I bespeak for it a wide acceptance, not only among
Christian people, but also among honest souls seeking salva
tion. There is great power in personal testimony. No effort
has been made in this brief record to exalt the man of
whose experiences it treats so largely. But rather the
authors have sought to magnify the grace of God that
saves sinners of every degree and of every description who
come to Christ in repentance and faith.

H A. IRONSIDE

Pastor, Moody Memorial Church
Chicago, Illinois

AN EXPLANATION

Scarcely a week passes but that some one comes to me
and says, "Pastor, I just can't stand it-having our home
broken like this."
It has been my experience that three causes, mainly, con
tribute to this condition.
Sometimes the cruel circumstances of war reach into the
family circle and disrupt the home.
At other times, supposed incompatibility in individuals
forms a widening wedge. We hear the complaint, "My
husband (or wife, or father, or mother) is so unreason
able." There is friction, estrangement, and sometimes
separation.
Perhaps the saddest of all divisive elements is the persist
ent refusal of some member of the family to accept the
Lord Jesus Christ. How oft.en have I heard the burdened
cry, "We are all saved except So-and-so"!

I here bear witness to the truth of Acts 16:31: "Believe
on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved, AND
THY HOUSE.,,
In the accompanying portraiture, there is nothing of
which I can feel proud; there is much that mortifies me.
But, like Paul in Acts 26, I have testified of personal mat
t.ers with one purpose alone: to set forth the matchless
grace of our redeeming Lord.
My thanks are here expressed to Miss Mildred M. Cook,
Managing Editor of THE KING'S BUSINESS, without whose
insistence, writing ability, and sympathetic thoroughness
the story never would have been published. She has taken
the events of my life as she has heard them mentioned
by me in sermons and in conversation, and has woven them
into this narrative.
Appearing first as a series in THE KING's BUSINESS,
official organ of the Bible Institute of Los Angeles, the
chapters are herewith sent forth once more with prayer
that God may be pleased to use this t.estimony in the salva
tion of souls and the strengthening of family ties.

As a pastor, I have sought to bring light and comfort
from the Word of God to these needy souls. And as I have
done so, the Author of the Book has spoken to my own
heart. Almost against my will, I have been impelled to al
low to be written-as a testimony to the grace of God
the record of divine dealing in my own life and family.
In our Australian home there were my parents and eight
of us children. In His mercy, God saved every one of us
in some instances under circumstances that seemed most
unlikely from a human point of view.

Los Angeles, California

I
HILARIOUS HOUSEHOLD

There is a green hill far away,
Without a city wall,
Where the dear Lord was crucified
Who died to save us all.
We may not know, we cannot tell
What pains He had to bear;
But we believe it was for us
He hung and suffered there.
There was no other good e1t()Ugh
To pay the price of sin;
He only could unlock the gate
Of heaven, and let us in.
He di;d that we might be forgiven,
He died to make us good,
That we might go at last to heaven,
Saved by His precious blood.
-Cecil F. Alexander.

father eyed me sharply, "did you have any
SON"-my
thing to do with what happened at the church to
night?"
To my teen-aged mind, this discernment was uncanny.
I wondered how he knew, so quickly and so well. Had he
been there, watching from some vantage point the family
pew in this substantial old church in the Sydney of forty
years ago? Had he, by some means,. seen_ the in~erest of
one small boy shift suddenly to the flickering gas Jets that
illuminated the building? Did he know about the un
controllable curiosity to find out "how it works"? If so,
he had seen a lithe figure slip unobserved beneath the pews,
emerge in the vestibule where the gas meter was kept, turn
off the gas, and creep back to sit piously with the others
before the lights dimmed and went out.
Father did not often go to church; eight young Talbots
and their mother went regularly. But Father seemed to
know all about the consternation that had followed the
seen~
.
He repeated his question to me: "Did you have anything
to do with this mischief? Because, if you did, you must
confess it, Son. No good ever comes from covering up
what is wrong."
11
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The words meant little to me then; so little, in fact, that
I did not answer. My younger brother, aware of what had
taken place, and unsure ( :is he had a right to be) of my
loyalty in shielding him, confessed for me. By this tattling
he laid himself open to the punishment that Father
promptly gave to each of us.
I have come to feel that the advice my father gave me
that night was a revelation of his own character-of the
strength of honesty and truth and fair dealing that was
so highly developed in him. He used to say that he lived
by the Golden Rule, and in all the years of my experience,
I never have known any other person who came so near
to att.aining that high standard as he did. But it was not
until near the close of his life that he became willing, him
self, to make one great confession-the owning of himself
a sinner in God's sight, needing the cleansing blood of the
Lord Jesus Christ. The high respect that we children had
for him would have been increased tenfold had this de
c.ision been made in the years we shared our lives together,
I was the sixth in a family of five boys and three girls;
a brother and a sister were younger. My father's strength
and firmness left their imprint upon the life of each of us.
Personally, I count his life as one of the four major factors
that molded my early days. The other contributing
agencies were the influence of a godly mother, the minis
tration of a good pastor, and the restraint of church at
tendance.

vision the work of several hundred men in connection with
what was then the largest brewery in the Southern .Hemi
sphere. His business was with «hotels," which, in that
country, are establishments of a superior kind, where liquor
is sold. · He never drank liquor, and he cautioned his boys
not to touch it.
His own advancement to a position of high responsibility
had been along the path of hard work and diligent study.
In turn, he implanted in his children at an early age an ap
preciation of the value of work. Indeed, when I was still
in my teens, I worked for my father on Saturdays, going
from hotel to hotel, taking orders for the business.
He kept a steady control over my activities and saw to it
that I learned essential lessons in meeting the public and in
perseverance in the daily task. Though neither realized it
th~, God in His mercy had His hand upon each of usf
upon my father, with his proud, yearning heart, and upon
the son that was so headstrong and mischievous. In infinite
grace, the Spirit of God was wooing us, though for a long
time each in his own way ignored or resisted that call.

12

Control of a Strong Father

My father was a polished Englishman. He was not a
brewer in the sense that the term is used in America.
Rather, he was a sales manager, having under his super-

Influence of a Godly Mother

The family's association with the liquor business was a
cause of anxiety to my mother. I remember well how on
many occasions, when I had tumbled into bed on Saturday
nights after having taken orders for liquor all day, my
mother would come up to the big room on the second floor
of our home, which I shared with two brothers. Sometimes
I would be propped up in bed, reading a cheap, exciting
story. Sometimes the gas jet would be turned off and the
room in darkness when I would hear a familiar tapping at
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the door. I remember now the feelings that always arose
within me at the sound of her coming-the sense of deep
love and respect for her •
..Louis?" she would say softly, and then I would see her
small dark figure framed in the doorway. Judged by phys
ical standards, she was a frail woman, but she had an inner
beauty that gave her great spiritual strength.
Often she would sit on the edge of my bed or move
about the room quietly, putting in order the garments that
I had thrown in every direction. I cannot recall her words,
for they were different on every occasion; but the theme
was always the same. She would warn me of the evils of
the business in which we were engaged, and she would urge
upon me the acceptance of the Lord Jesus Christ as my per
sonal Saviour. While I did not comply with her wishes
then, I did not resent those talks. They were the utterances
of a mother's loving, sympathetic heart, born of prayer
and holy ambition. God used them, later, among the links
that bound me to Himself.
Looking back upon my mother's life now, from the
viewpoint of my maturity, it seems to me that in a sense
she must have been extremely lonely, though she gave no
outward evidence of it. Certainly she did not want for
companionship, for she and my father were devoted to each
other and he gave her every consideration. Nor was she in
need of diversion, for we children were unpredictable in
our antics and we kept the place in an excited turmoil all
the time. Her natural placidness, her sense of humor, and
her penetration into human nature enabled her to enjoy
her family to the fullest extent. She was happy in the work
of the church, but still there was a spiritual aspect in her
life in which she must have felt solitary and withdrawn.

WHEN Goo SAVED THE BREwn's BoY
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"Some day," she said,
"I'll tell you."

A mere slip of a girl, she had come to love my father.
She cared for him so much that she left England for Aus
tralia, and married him on the day of her arrival there. In
the home church, she had evidenced a true acceptance of
Jesus Christ as Saviour, but neither she nor my father had
had any Bible teaching on the dangers of the unequal yoke,
the marriage of a believer and an unbeliever. I doubt that
they had ever had presente,d to them the truth of 2 Corin
thians 6: 14: ..Be ye not unequally yoked together with un
believers: for what fellowship hath righteousness with un
righteousness? and what communion hath light with dark
ness?"
Thus it was that for many years there was in my
mother's life a want of spiritual fellowship that neither her
husband nor her growing children satisfied. Perhaps it was
this very lack that made her so zealous for the salvation of

16
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all of us. Perhaps it was the reason for those daily periods
when she would slip away to her room and lock the door.
None of us knew exactly what went on there-and most
times we were uninterested. My youngest sister asked her
once, "Mother, what do you do up there in your room
every morning?"
My mother knew the value of curiosity and suspense.
"Some day-I'll tell you," she said.
It was not until we were all grown men and women that
she confided the secret: Every day of her life, there were
moments set aside for prayer for her family alone. I be
lieve that in those quiet sessions behind the locked door,
God did two things: He spoke to my mother's loving
heart, making up to her abundantly for every longing for
fellowship she may have experienced. And, true to His
Word, He began while she was yet speaking to answer those
prayers for the salvation of every one of her family.
My mother never took a course in psychology, but if she
had,. I am sure her grades would have been high. She could
read us children like a book. This keen perception, coupled
with her unyielding discipline, intensified the power that
she exerted over us.
There was a small separate building at the back ·of the
house that was used as a laundry. When I was about four
teen, an older brother and I decided we should find out
how it felt to smoke Father's pipe. We crept into the wash
house and each took long, fragrant puffs. Just then Moche::
called for dinner.
Surprised and guilty, I whispered, "Do you think we'll
get caught?" Then, in a flash of inspiration, added: "I'll
smell your breath and you smell mine."
My mother's voice at the door announced firmly, ..And
you'll come here to me an~ I'll smell both of them."
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We knew the action would not stop with that, for-my
mother believed the teachin,: "Spare the rod and spoil the
child."
Her sons were always having arguments and fights and
bloody noses, and the accepted slogan was, "May the best
man win." But Mother ruled that from certain rough
games the girls were to be barred. We understood these re
strictions clearly. One day, in the loft above the wash
house where we played, the Talbot circus was in progress.
It was time for one of the girls to jump through the so
called ring of fire, a dangerous stunt as we planned it.
At this crucial moment, I slipped into the house and
found Mother sitting in one of the front rooms, quietly
rocking in a low chair and doing a bit of handwork. With
out a word, I proceeded to close the door nearest the back
yard. Before it was drawn shut, she called to me.
"Why are you closing the door, Louis?" she asked.
"Why, Mother," I made up a plausible speech on the
spot, "the sun is shining on you. I thought you might
get too warm."
"As a matter of fact," she replied evenly, "I think I am.
I'll just go out into the yard-maybe up to the loft-and
cool off a little."
She understood my father with the same acuteness that
she understood us children. He loved us with an extrava
gant affection that would deluge us with playthings of
every kind. She did not chide him for this, even though
the choices were not always wise. She had other ways of
dealing.
When we were quite small, we wanted mar.hies, and
Father brought us dozens of them of . every size . and de
scription. We spread them over the house in gleeful aban
don. The noise of our games was deafening. It was not

18
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"Dad brang 'em home," I observed, ..and Dad flang 'em
out!"

Windows ...

marbles

... and a boy.

safe to walk anywhere; there were marbles on every floor.
My mother collected these, a few at a time. By Saturday
afternoon, when my father was at home from work, she
had the whole number, and graciously presented them to us
to play with.
.. What's all this noise?" my father shouted.
uonly the children, playing with their marbles."
I was just a little fellow, unable to talk plainly, but I
recall the scene. Father gathered up the marbles, swept
out of the house with them, and flung them away. To me
this was amazing. I stood looking blankly at the floor.

The subject was closed in our household after that.
Mother must have dealt with my father privately about
the matter of the pea rifles. Two of us boys had begged for
these rifles, and had received them. Late one night, when
the house and the neighborhood were silent, we were
fingering our treasures in our room. Less than a block
away was a large boot factory undergoing modernization,
with many new windows recently installed.
«will," I said to the brother two years older than I, .. do
you think our ,hots would reach that far?"
My brother was not sure. But soon a neat row of
cracked glass panes, extending from one end of the build
ing to the other, settled the question. When the owners of
the factory and the police began to investigate, we were
nowhere to be found. But Mother must have known. And
we also came to realize all too keenly that the choice of
th0$e gifu was unfortunate.
Some time later, when Father proposed buying a parlor
organ for the use of my sisters who were fine musicians,
Mother encouraged him, even though the financial outlay
was considerable. Perhaps she saw, far down the years,
that this very instrument would have a part in bringing
him to Christ as Saviour, that as the girls would play and
sing the old hymns that were his favorites, the Spirit of
God would touch the taut strings of his own heart, and
bring forth a melody ..to the praise of the glory of his
grace."
My mother was wise--with a wisdom that cometh from
above.

II
WISE PASTOR AND HIS CHURCH

Jesus calls us: o'er the tumult
Of our life's wild restless sea,
Day by day His sweet voice soundeth,
Saying, Christian, follow Me.
In our joys and in our sorrows,
Days of toil and hours of ease,
Still He calls, in cares and pleasures
That we love Him mqre than these.
Jesus calls us: by Thy mercies,
Saviour, make us hear Thy call,
Give our hearts to Thine obedience,
Serve and love Thee best of all.
--C.ecil F. Alexander.

SLENDER in a black suit, his thin beard neatly trimmed,
he greeted me cordially outside our house. I was about
fourteen.
"Oh, how do you do!" I was too affable. "Won't you go
right in? Mother will be glad to see you. Sorry-but I'm
on an errand for her right now."
I did not want to meet this man. He was an honored
guest in our home, and I knew I dared not be rude to him
without risking punishment. But I usually found ways of
making sure that I was not left alone with him.
Our whole family, even my father, had great respect for
this pastor, the Rev. Fred Binns. But as a youngster, I had
no appreciation of his talents. To my young mind that de
manded constant and sensational action in ~ny individual
who was to be admired, this dignified, unspontaneous per
son had no qualifications at all for greatness. But he left
upon my life an impression that has been indelible.
In more recent years, I have asked several persons who
knew him: "How would you describe Fred Binns?"
It has been surprising how often the answer has been,
"Oh, he was a saint."
And he was. In church or Sunday school, we Talbot
children often taxed his patience sorely-what with wads
of gum, serving many purposes; beetles, cockroaches, and
21
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bees; eggs, not quite fresh, deposited in near-by pockets.
It was hard for him to conceive that any human mind
could be capable of thinking up the great variety of pranks
that we boys engaged in. I can see the look of shocked be
wilderment on his face now--of amazement that anybody
would act as we did.
Binns had heard Moody preach years earlier in London,
and the compassion of the evangelist seemed to have been
communicated to the then young Australian lad. He loved
the Bible with a deep reverence. Even though he knew
little of its dispensational significance, he implemented
with his own holy life the truths that he drew from the
Word of God.
Each year he arranged for an evangelistic meeting,
called a "mission," to be held in his church. Throughout
the year, preparatory to those days of special effort in
winning souls to Christ, he would meet with members of
his flock personally, never under circumstances embarras
sing to them, and would urge upon them their need of the
Saviour. He usually began by inviting his hearers to "join
the church," but under his guidance this step never could
have been taken thoughtlessly.
On one of these friendly calls, he approached a sister of
mine. «My child," he said kindly, "aren't you about ready
to join the church?"
"Oh, Mr. Binns, no!" she returned. ..I'm not good
enough." (Had I ventured that admission myself, it would
have been regarded as unnecessary!)
"You'll never be good enough," he explained in even
tones. "Nobody is. Nobody can be. Jesus Christ came into
the world to save sinners." And he went on with a dis
cussion of sin and salvation, so clear and convincing that
even a child could grasp it.
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As the years drew on, one after another of my brothers
and sisters responded to this personal dealing with them,
surrendered their lives, to Christ's control, and identified
themselves with the church. I have heard that conversion,
with some people, is like the flashing of a meteor in a dark
night; with others, it is the radiance in a .cloudless sky,
caused by the unspectacular return of another morning.
In either case, it is God's miracle.
There was no quiet "dawn" experience in my life, nor in
the lives of Jim or Will, of whom I shall speak later. When
Christ saved us, there seemed to be brought into play a
mighty rush of His great power. We resisted Him longer
than the others did. Actually, the death of Christ was no
more efficacious for us than for those who received Him
without struggle, or vice versa. Each of us was saved-as
every soul must be--by placing personal faith in the aton
ing work of Christ as set forth in God's Word, without
regard to emotion or lack of it.
It was apart from the old pastor and the influences of his
church that we three, at different times, made the ultimate
decision to yield all to Christ. But Fred Binns nevertheless
had a part in those later transactions. Throughout my
growing years he had on occasions talked to me; but for
a long time I made a game of evading him. Faithful pastor
that he was, he "planted" and "watered."
As a public speaker, probably he would have been rated
as undistinguished. Even as a soul-winner, he was not al
ways successful, as men count success. But Christ possessed
all there was of him, and in His own time and way He gave
the «increase" in spiritual fruitfulness.
I have been a pastor now for many years. Often as I
look over my congregation I realize that, like Fred Binns, I
have no personal greatness. But I pray that to me, as to my
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old pastor, there may be given such a love for_ the souls of
boys and girls and men and wom~n th_at all _thell" wayward
ness will but increase my zeal m w1tnessmg to them of
Christ's power.
Restraint of Church Attendance

Not only the ministrations of a devout pastor, but also
the requirements of regular church attendance cast a need
ed restraint upon my young life. My mother decreed that
we should go to church and Sunday school regularly, and
although Father did not often join her there, he upheld her
decision.
In Australia, in my youth, the whole Sunday was given
to the church. We went to Sunday school twice each Sun
day, morning and afternoon, besides attending two church
services. Sunday school was all that the name "school" im
plies. We were given verses of Scripture to memorize and
hymns to learn, and if the work was not done properly, a
report of the failure was sent to the home. We used to sing
a song about heaven, "where the Sabbaths never end," and
I determined vehemently I would not go there.
I have heard men say that parental strictness in matters
of religion can be a damning thing. No one ever rebelled

Shame and sorrow
swept over me.
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more violently than I did against spending all day Sunday
in the church. But I knew, even then, that the practice of
going was a good one. And because my mother's order was
backed up with prayer on my behalf, God hallowed her
discipline. I believe it is always thus: when church attend
ance is a formal command, there is no good in it. But when
there is any genuine desire for the winning for Christ of a
human personality, God will use every means toward that
accomplishment.
A few years ago, I took my wife and two daughters to
Australia for a visit, and we went to the old church that I
had attended as a boy. The building was empty, for no
service was scheduled for that hour. I had not been inside
those doors for twenty-odd years. I was surprised to find
that it was so small a place, accommodating fewer than a
thousand. To my boyish mind, it seemed vastly larger.
Slowly we walked down the aisle between massive pews.
"Here," I said with a rush of pride, "is where we sat. This
is our family pew."
The girls stepped in and sat down. Presently my older
daughter, who was fifteen at the time, looked up at me,
humiliation written large across her face.
"Why, Daddy," she breathed, "this is awful!"
Her fingers touched the pew in front of ours. There,
deeply gouged from the beautiful oak were my name and
initials, and those of my contemporaries. There was noth
ing artistic about the work. Speed and fierceness had evi
dently entered into the execution of it.
Shame swept over me.
«Yes," I said, "it is awful."
To think that any child would thus desecrate the house
of God!
But in that moment I saw something else, a mighty

•
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drama of substitution. I had been held, often against my
will, under holy influences, and through the unfathomable
mercy of God, my life had emerged without the marring,
scarring, deep wounds that would surely have come had I
been allowed to take my fling in the world.
Thus it is that, looking back, I thank God for the re
straint of church attendance. I know now that it was a
good thing; that, in the liands of God, it is always a good
thing.
The habit of going to the house of God did not save me,
nor could it; nothing but the regenerating power of Jesus
Christ could do that. Church attendance did not even
better my nature one iota. But it did keep from my life a
thousand evils that could have dragged me to the pit.
Remember: I was a brewer's boy. I was a headstrong
youngster. In the pews of the old Sydney church is a
record of the wonderful grace of God. That record spells
out this truth: "Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, today,
and forever ... MIGHTY TO SAVE."

She looked up, startled.
But my daughter learned
something that day . . •
All of UI did•

•
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III
MEN TO WATCH

LOUIS, MY LAD, we need you. Will you be a torch
bearer tonight?"
It was my pastor, that wise individual who always was
finding work for restless adolescents to do, who made this
request of me. I knew the import of his question-and I
liked being out at night! Yes, I thought to myself, there
might be some fun in it, standing there at the curb, helping
to provide illumination for the street meeting. An Ameri
can evangelist, Loyal L. Wirt, was in town, and these street
gatherings were to make known his meetings. It was the
accustomed method of publicity in those days.
Briefly, I considered. Anything that suggested even a
modicum of amusement intrigued me.
ul don't know," I shrugged my shoulders lightly. ul
might."
But in reality I meant «yes," emphatically; for, discern
ing person that he was, Pastor Binns had touched a vulner
able spot in my nature. In my teens, I was small and thin
and wiry-and the torch, an unwieldy kerosene lantern
affair, was mounted on a heavy pole about five feet long.
Could I hold it steady for long minutes at a time? Could I
carry it safely as the little group of about thirty singing
people proceeded from corner to corner?
29

31

FAITH FOR THE FAMILY

WHEN Gon SAVED THE BREWER'S BoY

Suddenly, to me, it was no longer a question of "would
I" or "could I." It was a stern imperative: I must.
(Thanks be unto God forever for the longsuffering pa
tience of the few who see in a roguish youngster a soul for
whom Christ died!)
Darkness was just beginning to settle over the lovely old
Sydney of my boyhood on that first night that we began
our pilgrimage through streets that are as narrow and un
planned as those of Boston. Our course took us up one of
the many winding and precipitous avenues that lead to the
higher levels on which much of the city is built. Lights be
gan to appear in white houses among the green of the
wooded hills; lights rose up from the harbor depths and
outlined beautiful Port Jackson that stretched, fjordlike,
below us.
Our little company came to a halt at a convenient loca
tion, and the meeting began. I stood beside the tiny fold
ing organ, so that a long clear beam of light was cast upon
the page. Presently the music of hymns was filling the
night, and people came out of their homes to sit, listening,
on their balconies, or to crowd into the little group of those
who sang. Favorite Sankey hymns predominated, like the
one entitled "Tenderly Calling," for which Fannie Crosby
had written the meaningful words:

It was not my intention to be impressed by any words of
song or testimony; but I was.
Strange thoughts were surging through my mind. Here
I was, a part of a religious meeting, but I knew there was
nothing pious about me. In fact, among small boys I had
been one of the town's worst tricksters.
A bit shamefully I smiled to myself as I thought of the
time I had dropped a crawly, brown cockroach down the
winged collar of the deacon, there, as he knelt to pray in
church.
Pranks and punishment, and then more punishment; it
had been like that all along.
No, I mused privately, there was nothing saintly about
me. Yet I found myself clutching the torch pole, my own
heart gripped by a mighty, indescribable power.
Night after night I carried the torch. Forced by neces
sity to stand at quiet attention, I had to let God speak to
my innermost heart. But I did not go to the evangelistic
meetings that followed, for I felt no need to do so; i had
given mental assent to the claims of Christ upon me, and
thought I was good enough.
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"Turn thee, 0 lost one, care-worn and weary,
Lo! the Good Shepherd is calling today;
Seeking to save thee, waiting to cleanse thee,
Haste to receive Him, no longer delay.
"List to His message, think of His mercy!
Sinless, yet bearing thy sins on the tree;
Perfect remission, life everlasting,
Through His atonement He offers to thee."

Testimony of Gangsters

It was when two notorious gangsters, Charlie Wood
ward and Harry Dean, sidled into the street meeting and
were later gloriously converted, that I was jarred into spir
itual wakefulness. A third fellow, Jack O'Brien, was saved
about the same time. These men were all young, only in
their twenties. I heard them give their testimonies. I saw
the change in their lives-everybody did.
Charlie Woodward used to recount how he and his
cronies had made their living by their wits. Too shrewd to
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carry guns, the young ruffians had armed themselves with
"knuckle dusters"-implements of steel about an inch
thick into which one's fingers could be forced. With this
innocent-appearing but effective weapon, they boldly held
up people on the street, even threatening their lives. In ~is
nefarious business they had traveled throughout Australia.
True, they had served terms in prison when the law had
caught up with them. But to my imaginative mind, these
men had seen the world, and life.
With awed admiration I looked upon them as they told
of the excitements of their former evil life. But always
there was the other side-the change that Christ had
wrought.
I knew, too, about that tense period, immediately fol
lowing their conversion, when these two, whose prior train
ing had been only in lawbreaking, struggled for an honest
livelihood. At length, they began to raise and sell rabbits
to earn funds.
My mother, with her wise sympathetic heart, encour
aged these young men. Whenever they could not dispose
of their products elsewhere, the Talbot household bought
them, and always invited the sellers to stay to dinner. I
have no idea how many rabbits we consumed in the course
of a few months, but I know that this particular food ap
peared on our table with monotonous regularity.
We boys used to sniff knowingly as we entered the
house: "What, again?''
But the complaint was superficial. Each of us would
listen to these guests for hours, glad for the privilege. Even
Father would give spellbound attention to their tales. We
all had to admit that to these men, Christ was a reality. We
scrutinized them in unguarded moments. The testimony
was consistent; always it rang true. Subsequently, they
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became established in positions of high responsibility
Woodward as an evangelist and Dean as a pastor in Sydney
-in which they continued until the Lord took them
Home.
In those hard, earlier days, Mother observed what was
going on. Sometimes I have wondered whether she was
motivat.ed so much by a desire to befriend the young con
verts as she was by the great yearning to edge her husband
and children nearer the entrance to full satisfaction in
Christ. In any case, God blessed what she did.
Change in One I Loved

Unknown to me, the lives and testimonies of Christian
people were affecting my thoughts. But when my brother
Jim was converted, my heart was touched--and that very
deeply.
Jim was four years my senior, and to my way of think
ing he had everything that could be desired. He was tall
and (I thought) very handsome, an easy conversationalist
and a better-than-average musician. In the young crowd
and among older people as well, he was the life of the
group. He already had done well as an actor in certain
Shakespearean plays, and I reveled in the glamour of his
choosing the stage for his life work.
Jim was eighteen when Evangelist Wirt came to Sydney.
On one particular night, I had left the house, probably to
take up my duties as a torchbearer on the street, when Jim
began his customarily fastidious preparation for going out
in the evening. To be well-groomed was a fetish with him.
We used to joke about it.
That night, I have been told, the gas jet cast an eerie
glow upon the mirror as Jim struggled with an elaborate
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cravat, and he was in no mood for conversation with the
twelve-year-old brother who bounded into the room.
«well, Romeo, where are you going tonight?" Hubert
·wanted to know.
«Going to get converted!" Jim snapped.
«Yes? Not you, surely!"
«oh, go on." Jun brushed him aside. «1 promised
Mother I'd go to that man Wirt's meetings once, to please
her, and I'm getting that over with tonight."
He did not know that those first sharp words were pro
phetic. That night, in the evangelistic meeting in the
church to which I had not gone, Jim did an about-face
with the old life, and he received Christ as his own per
sonal, living Saviour. He came home a changed person, a
new virility in his naturally appealing nature.
He and I met in our room, and I saw added brightness in
the face I always had admired. He talked to me, earnestly.
But I cannot recall what he said. I know there was noth
ing sentimental or pedantic about it. He spoke as man to
man, with leashed intensity, and I can feel, even now, the
pressure of his hard arm against my shoulder.
Jim had the Light; I knew it; and that Light was Christ.
I began to realize, if only dimly, that I had been holding up
to God, in proud self-sufficiency, the feeble brightness of
my own inadequate torch, foolishly preferring it to the
splendor of God's eternal Son.
Here I was-Bke so many others who have echoed the
old question;'""What must I do to be saved?"-clinging to
my supposed importance, and not yet ready to acquiesce
when God said plainly, "For by grace are ye saved, through
faith, and that not of yourselves; it is the gift of God."
I remember thinking, "Jim has something. And oh, I
wish I had it, tool"

IV
MIGHTY EVANGELISM

THE STEAM-DRIVEN streetcar puffed along.

It was
late on a Saturday afternoon, and I was on my way to a
theater. All at once, my attention was pricked wide awake.
The car barely crept, and I saw on either side people surg
ing in one direction. Out of my seat in an instant, I ap
proached the conductor.
"What's the matter? What's going on here?" I flung
the questions at him.
Mild-mannered and deliberate, he looked a bit shocked
at my ignorance. I was eighteen, and no tourist as he could
see. Waving an arm in the direction of the Town Hall,
«Don't you know where you are?" he queried.
"Yes. Of course." I was impatient and excited. "But
these crowds?"
Fully three thousand people were massed about the
building, unable to gain admittance. I remembered, fleet
ingly, that it is proverbial with Australians to show their
interest in wholehearted fashion: as many as twenty-five
thousand of them assembling at a football game between
local teams; that number and more at a game of cricket;
still more at a bicycle championship.
"It's the evangelists from America here again," the con
ductor was telling me. "Seems they like Sydney"-this
with a show of pride.
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While my informant was still talking, I left the car to
investigate for myself. Had I given him time, he might
have told me that Charles M. Alexander and Robert Hark
ness-those gifted musicians who had been with R. A.
Torrey on a similar mission in Sydney's Town Hall several
years earlier-were back again, offering the same glorious
gospel and being greeted with similar city-wide enthusi
asm. Thousands had been saved under Torrey's mighty
preaching. The evangelist this time was J. Wilbur Chap
man. In the providence of God, both these great preach
ers touched my life.
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To Sydney Town
Hall eager listenersflocked.

Impressed by Success

.But I was not interested in personalities as such. I was
swept along by my appreciation of the success of these
men, which was apparent in the immense crowd of inter
ested followers. I reasoned: Any man who can draw and
hold people like that has something-but what is it?
I found that every entrance to the auditorium was
closed, with policemen standing guard and explaining-not
too patiently-that the house was filled, though it seated
some four thousand persons. Not even standing room was
available inside.
Snatches of conversation of the bystanders fascinated
me. I heard people talking of overflow meetings being held
simultaneously in four or five neighborhood churches, and
I thought: The attraction, then, is not entirely in the men
from America, else why would people crowd into churches
where not even a glimpse of the evangelists was promised?
Little did I apprehend then that the Spirit of God Himself
was the real Leader--as He must be in every true revival
and that it made little difference through what human per
sonality He spoke.

Just as I became aware that I had spent a considerable
time in this disappointed multitude, and that it was too late
to get to the theater as I had planned, the huge company
within the Town Hall began to sing. Waves of triumphant
gladness broke one upon another.
The music held me. I had heard the same kind of singing
during the earlier Torrey campaign; but I was older now,
and the impression was stronger.
"I'm coming here tomorrow night," I told myself, "and
I'll get a seat!"
How I managed it, I do not know, but I did arrive there
on the following evening in time to squeeze into a balcony
entrance just before the doors were closed and no more
people were admitted. Two steps at a time, I bounded up
the stairs and settled into a seat in the last and highest row.
The meeting is a blur of amazement in my memory. I
think I was more impressed by the vastness of the audi-
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ence and by its reaction than by the leadership. Here were
people-thousands of people-their bright faces contrast
ed against the gray dignity of the building's ornate walls.
They were singing:

ttW hen I fear my faith will fail,
Christ will hold me fast;
When the tempter would prevail,
He can hold me fast."
"Sing it!" the leader shouted.
It was a trumpet call, and it thrilled the ranks.
The whole meeting continued in the same tone: vital,
spontaneous, pleasurable. I enjoyed every moment of it.
Not a word of the sermon can I recall, in spite of the fact
that I listened with rapt interest. In fact, though a num
ber of years intervened between the Sydney campaigns of
Torrey in 1902 and of Chapman in 1909, in my remem
brance of each man's sermons there is a complete commin
gling. And this is not surprising when it is pointed out that
in each of these campaigns, and in a subsequent one, the
dynamic and lovable Alexander and Harkness directed the
music, and the meetings in each instance were held in the
Town Hall.
What impressed me most was that God was in those
meetings. Certainly at no time did it enter my thoughts
that, in the plan of God, I would some day be the pastor of
the church that Torrey founded in Los Angeles.
Troubled by Questions

When the benediction was pronounced, it was easy for
me to slip out quickly, for I was near the door.
I'll walk part way home, just for the exercise," I con
cluded. Not even to myself would I admit that my ideas
"

The people sang.

of success were changing in the light of that Town Hall
meeting, and that I wanted time to ponder the issues.
My thoughts that night formed themselves into a trian
gular pattern in which my own activities, my absent
brother Jim, and my future were the focal points.
I thought:
Here I am-just out of Newington College, with a good
job in my father's employ, and with other offers crowding
in on me. College days had been fun. The school was pri
vately operated and for boys only, providing an excellent
education for students who would apply themselves, but
offering little in the way of compulsion. I majored in ath
letics and not much else, and had the time of my life play
ing on ~he football and crick~t teams. Examinations never
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bothered me, for at critical times I would suggest to Father
adroitly: "Wouldn't it be nice to send a case of whiskey to
Professor So-and-so?"
Father, unsuspecting, would graciously comply. But
more than once he said to me, «J don't see how you get
such good grades in college when you murder the King's
English at home."
Moreover, the jobs I held were interesting to me. As a
solicitor for my father's business, I was brought in contact
with influential men, some of whom were engaged in a
vast sheep-raising enterprise, and I considered seriously the
taking of a government claim myself. At the same time,
newspaper work attracted me, and I worked for a time for
the Sydney Morning Herald as a copy-writer and collector
of delinquent accounts, and became so proficient at the
latter task that the firm wanted to put me on the payroll
for life!
·
Yes, the present was exciting enough--but confused,
too. So many voices were calling.
I thought again:
There is Jim-there in America, studying to be a
preacher. Why?
Why had he made such a point of accepting Christ open
ly a few years before, when all his lifetime he had been a
good fellow?
And why had his interests changed so, after that? I re
called how, immediately after his conversion, he had
broken with the old crowd-not sharply, but with the
firmness of personal conviction. He had declined alluring
offers from theater managers, and I had thought his de
cisions senseless. Though he was then a partner with my
father in the ownership of the sizable New Town Fruit
Markets, he had foreseen trouble with the other associates

DR. AND MRS. TALBOT

DR. TALBOT AT HIS DESK IN LOS ANGELES

WHEN Goo

In downtown Los Angeles, the Bible Institute block hou- the
Church of the Open Door ond the Bible Institute of Los Angeln.
Louis T. Talbot 11 Pastor of the Church and President of the Institute.

SAVED

THE BREWER'S Bov

41

who favored the sale of liquor, and had withdrawn from
the firm. This action had disappointed my father. I won
dered, now, why Jim had thought it necessary to throw
away his opportunities for success in business.
Other questions plagued me. What had been the magnet
that had drawn the new Jim to street meetings, to missions,
to churches-to sing and play and give his testimony, es
pecially at those unelaborate breakfast gatherings of the
old Sydney Rescue Mission, where some four hundred of
the town's worst derelicts were assembled?
I could not answer these questions.
But I knew (or thought I knew) what had taken him to
the United States. It was the romance of the place. Mark
Twain was right when he said: "Australians do not differ
noticeably from Americans.,, But in the United States, I
thought, there was more freedom than in Australia, with
more money and more prestige.
Slowly I began to conclude that Jim's going had not
been such a foolish thing after all. It had in it a promise of
success-the same kind of success that the evangelists in
the Town Hall had achieved. How hopelessly materialistic
all my standards were!
As I continued my walk toward home, I thought, too:
What about my future? I was known well enough in
my own circle of acquaintances. But certainly there were
no thousands flocking to me or hanging on my words. I
was not even receiving invitations to speak in churches, as
Jim had before he left Sydney. It did not occur to me that
there was an immeasurable difference between my heart re
lation to Jesus Christ and Jim's relation to Him. I gave
mental assent to the claims of Christ; I even taught a Sun
day school class. But Christ was not the Master of my life.
Night after night, I returned to the Town Hall meet-
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ings. And as frequently I mulled over the questions that
had disturbed me that first night: What about me? What
about Jim? What about the future?
Determined to Be with Jim

It was a matter of months before I made the decision to
go to be with my brother in Chicago. During his absence,
Jim had been wise, for not even once had he invited me to
join him. Though he wrote every mail to Mother, his let
ters to other members of the family were infrequent and
casual. But the power of his life and brotherly affection
were behind his words, and these were the cords that drew
me to him. It was Jim himself that I wanted more than
any principles for which he stood.
One night, when my mother and I were alone, I told her
what I had decided. Tears filled her eyes, but she held
them in.
"Son," she said, "I have prayed for this."
"You did, Mother?" This seemed incredible. "You
prayed that I'd go away from home-to the United
States?"
"I am praying-" the words came slowly, and I noted
the present tense, "that you children will always follow
Christ."
«Did you pray Jim out of here, too? Out of those jobs
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with the theater people and with Dad's firm?"
But my mother only smiled.
In the weeks that followed, my ticket was purchased and
my trunk packed. When the night came for me to leave
home, the whole family waited excitedly for a glimpse of
the cabby, perched importantly in a high seat above his
hansom, coming to take us to the dock. In these moments,
Mother called me aside.
"Louis," her voice was firm. "Take your coat off."
"Now, Mother? The cab might come any minute!"
"Now." She knew that the instruction she had for me
could not safely have been given earlier, for she had a very
forgetful son.
Something was in her hand, and she extended it to me.
"I've made this belt for you,'' she said, "and I want you
to keep it on-always-until you are located in Chicago.
Don't take it off for any reason."
It was heavy, and I saw that a purse had been sewed in it.
"There are thirty gold sovereigns here,'' my mother con
tinued. That would be, then, about $150 in American
money. "They will last you a long time, if you're careful."
I do not know how Mother obtained that money; un
doubtedly it was a sum that she had been saving for some
emergency. Nor do I know how many tears and prayers
may have been represented by the little stitches in the can
vas belt.
I know only that when I set out on a journey that would
take me some sixteen thousand miles from home, I went
with the Spirit of God drawing me onward and with the
love of a praying mother bound close to my heart. Any
person thus endowed must come to know, sooner or later,
N'when I fear my faith wiU faa,

Christ wi/,l hold me fas!-''
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V
COCKSURE-AND COMFORTED

M: FIRST impression of Americans in the U n i t e d
States was that they had one peculiar mannerism:
They laughed, even when sometimes there was nothing
very funny, so far as I could see.
For example, when our ship docked in New York after
what seemed an interminable voyage from Australia, people
would give me a swift appraising glance and then smile
covertly, if they did not actually chuckle.
It is true that there had been some mild amusement
shown by fellow passengers on the ship-by those who •
had found difficulty in understanding my broad Aus
tralian brogue. But days at sea had made us friends, with
muted awareness to one another's eccentricities. All of us
were excited as the end of our journey drew near.
From the moment New York appeared-a thin, uneven
line against the horizon-until I had set foot upen its soil,
I ran from one end of the ship to another and from deck
to deck, determined to miss none of the sights. Mine was
the wild joy of anticipation; certainly there was nothing
amusing about that, yet people laughed.
On the ship, I had decided to celebrate my arrival in
America by dressing in my best clothes. It was March, but
a touch of belated winter had come to the city. Sidewalks
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were slick with ice-cold against the thin soles of my good
white oxfords. Little flurries of snow were swirling about
and making me shiver. I wondered: Would they damage
my suit? I had on my best white flannel trousers. They
were tailored pencil-slim, in what was then the highest
fashion in Australia (but well-dressed men in America
were wearing voluminous peg-top trousers at the time!).
I was so glad to be where I was that nothing else mat
tered. With a straw hat to shield me from the elements, I
set out to arrange for transportation to the Middle West
and to Jim. My brother had completed his work at the
Moody Bible Institute and was studying at Xenia Theologi
cal Seminary in Xenia, Ohio, but he had promised to come
to Chicago when I arrived there.
When Jim saw me, even he laughed. In fact, he threw
back his head and simply roared.
"Let's see your other clothes," he demanded jovially.
They were all the same: suitable for Australia's warmest
season. In assembling the wardrobe, I had asked advice of
nobody, and had thought the choices extremely good.
The trouble was, I had a self-satisned cocksureness about
a number of things. This attitude of mine was a bit star
tling to the gentleman in charge of the lnstitute's informa
tion desk on the night of my arrival there. Coming in af
ter ten o'clock, I found the building closed for the night.
Violently I banged at the door.
"Who is it?" a dignified voice inquired.
"It's me!" I shouted.
"Who?"
"Me-Louie Talbot from Os-try-lia!"
He let me in, despite my poor grammar.
My application had preceded me, and I was welcomed.
That first night in Chicago, I slept in a little room on the
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second floor of the "15 3 Buil ding"-the same floor on
which D. L. Moody had once lived and worked. The room
appealed to me; it was furnished simply, with a view to
utility.
The next morning, boasting an air of affluence, I with
drew the thirty gold sovereigns from the money belt my
mother had given me, and deposited them with the ln
stitute's cashier, satisfied that I would have no :financial
worries for many months to come.
Later, I moved to the fourth floor to join a group of boys
from Australia who were rooming there. They were men
who were subsequently used of God in a remarkable way.
Charles F. Hummel gave nearly thirty years to valiant wit
nessing in the Sudan; Jack Fullerton followed the Lord to
China; and James Mountain returned to a spiritually en
riched pastorate in his home country. Another close friend
of those early days was Joseph Flacks, a Jew who had be
come so truly "a new creature in Christ Jesus" that he was
to us a brother beloved. We were a jolly crowd and we
had some great times together.
Once, as an antidote for our nostalgia for the homeland,
we purchased a keg of pickled herring, which was stored
safely under my bed. We had had only two or three flavor
ful snacks from this supply when our matron, "Mother"
Russell, passed through the dormitory on a tour of inspec
tion, in company with several visitors. When they entered
our odorous room, no one else was there. I have no idea
what explanation she may have made to the guests; I do
know the fervency of our appeals to her later. The herring
disappeared.
It was to my understanding roommates that I intimated
some anxieties I felt. Would I ever be at home in this
school? The size of the institution awed me. Though

48

FAITii FOR THE FAMILY

it had only a few buildings as compared with the twenty
four of today, I felt unoriented.
What concerned me most was the classroom assignments.
In Australia, I had not applied myself too diligently to
study. Would I be able now to master the Institute
courses?
With all my heart, I longed to grasp what the Institute
was offering me. Having chosen the Bible O>urse, of
which William Evans was the department head, I had the
privilege of sitting under his masterful teaching, and that
of such others as James M. Gray, Howard W. Pope, and
D. B. Towner. Gripped by the Word that was so faith
fully set forth, I spent every available moment studying
outlines, Scripture passages, and related requirements. But
I was not doing too well.
One day, with a strangely mingled sense of self-assur
ance and uncertainty, I cornered my Australian colleague,
Charles Hummel, and put some questions to him cautious
ly .
" Charlie," I said, " how did you get on here? Do you
think I'll be able to make it?"
"Of course," he beamed, pulling from his desk an ex
amination paper that had been returned to him with a good
grade on it. "This gives you some idea of what is ex
pected."
I glanced at one question: "Who was Antiochus
Epiphanes?" I never had heard of him. The other queries
on the page left me equally blank.
Being unaware of these troubled thoughts of mine, my
good friend went on confidently: "Not one of the boys
here from Down Under has failed yet, and you won't
either."
I felt better.
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Hummel's reassuring words were well timed. They
cushioned the blow that came next.
Deflated, but Encouraged

I had drawn from my post box an official-looking notice,
summoning me to the business office-and went without
trepidation.
"Mr. Talbot"-the cashier spoke with kindly solemnity
-"what provision have you made for the payment of this
term's board and room? Your account is overdrawn, you
know."
I was sure there was some error. Words of explanation
tumbled from me so rapidly that they were unintelligible.
Though the Moody Bible Institute then, as now, required
no tuition, and furnished board and room to students at the
lowest possible rates, the approximate one hundred fifty
dollars that I had brought from Australia would not last
forever, though I had vaguely supposed it would.
There was no mistake: My funds were exhausted, and I
would have to seek employment at once.

In the rain, the
melody of on old
song rang out.

•
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But where? People complained that they could not un
derstand my speech, so who would hire me? There have
been other moments of despair in my life, but this was one
of the blackest.
It was dark when I left the Institute building, and a cold
rain was falling. I walked for several blocks, not caring.
My first concern was for Jim, for I knew the high regard
in which he was held by every one at the Institute, and I
thought: I have disgraced him-and he doesn't deserve
that. Every one will say that his good-for-nothing brother
Louis can never preach, for no one will understand him;
and he can't pay his bills.
My anxiety, too, was for my unsaved father, in Aus
tralia, and for what my failure would mean in this re
lationship. Coming to America, I had determined to make
good here, and to show Father that I could.
I pictured the grief that my laxity would cause Mother.
She believed in me; she had prayed for me; she had sacri
ficed to send me here.
All this time, God in His mercy was endeavoring to
make plain to me the enormous difference there is between
self-confidence and confidence in Christ. I had been cock
sure enough: about my clothes, about my funds, about my
ability to succeed.
Patient, loving Lord that He is, He spoke correction to
my despondent heart. The message came on the wings of an
old song's melody, for Salvation Army lassies, shivering in
the rain, were singing o.ri a street corner:

"Thou living, loving, mighty God,
Thou art enough for me."
Back to my room I went, quieted in spirit. I had heard
God's voice.

VI
BEGINNING OF DAYS

JN THE REGISTRAR'S office of the Moody Bible Insti
tute is a thin, maroon-covered catalogue of the school
with yellowish pages and some unique illustrations.
One of these pictures occupies a half page and bears this
caption: ..How some of the students earn their way."
Taken some time in 1911, it shows a portion of one of the
old wooden cars of the Chicago elevated railroad, with
eighteen uniformed trainmen posed beside it. These men
were «el guards," whose duties were similar to those of
conductors; I was one of them.
This part-time employment was a blessing to me, coming
as it did soon after the sobering disillusionment that my
funds were exhausted, and I found myself grateful to be
earning. I would attend classes at the Institute in the
mornings, work in the afternoons, and hope to get my
studies prepared in the evenings.
So desperately did I want to make good in school that
my thoughts never were wholly divorced from classroom
requirements. Things went well for some time. I was as
signed to a local train, operating between the downtown
.. Loop" district and Wilson Avenue on the Northside, and
I found no difficulty in learning the names of all the sta
tions to be called. In fact, this procedure became so auto-

n

•

52

FAITii FOR THE FAMll.Y

matic that there was time for mental review of Institute
assignments. Dr. Evans' course in Daniel was always on
my mind: It fascinated me-and besides, he was an exact
ing teacher!
Ultimately, I was transferred to an express train, which
covered the same territory to which I had been accustomed,
but made few stops. On boarding the cars, passengers
would ask about local stops, and....:..with my mind on Dan
iel-I would assure them grandly that all these would
be made.
I sang out the names of the stations. But the express
whizzed right on. People began to crowd around me, de
manding explanations which were never quite clear in my
Australian brogue. I had been caught napping, but with
the old air of self-confidence, I brought forth a quick an
swer.
"There has been some mistake," I assured my troubled
travelers. "When you get to Wilson A venue, you will find
a train ready to take you to your destination. Just cross
over the elevated bridge and get on."
Naturally, any returning local train would serve that
purpose. But the passengers seemed satisfied-all except
the few who were busy jotting down the number on my
trainman's cap.
When my work on the railway ceased abruptly, I ob
tained employment in a restaurant. Here, too, I found
trouble in concentrating on the task in hand. I would take
several orders, and then promptly forget what they were.
Unabashed, I would substitute my own choices, so that a
gentleman, having prepared to enjoy, let us say, chicken a
la king, might find himself being served ham and eggs. If
he demurred, I would hold forth confidently on the advan
tages of ham and eggs over any other item on the menu.
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Fint Pastorate
These deflections of mine must have been widely known;
and yet, in September, 1911, a little church in Brainerd,
Illinois, about thirty miles from Chicago, asked me to serve
as student pastor. This was the kind of work I had longed
for-the kind I had thought myself unable ever to per
form. The invitation delighted and encouraged me, and
though the Lord knew I was not well prepared-either in
heart or in experience-for the opportunities that faced
~e, He led me to accept that call.
My weekly letters to Mother now rang with a new, glad
note. I would tell her my sermon topics, and how I pre
pared to develop them, and sometimes even would intimate
the fear with which those halting sermons were delivered.
Unknown to me, Father became especially interested in
that phase of my correspondence, as Mother would share
the letters with him, and he would sometimes say wistfully
"I wish I could hear that."
'
Thus in my father, in Australia, the Spirit wrought a
work of mellowing which was to eventuate at last in his
yielding to Christ as Saviour. But of even more gracious
ness, it seemed to me, was the operation of the Spirit of God
in my own needy life.
God knew I lacked light and assurance from the Word,
and to help me in my specific need, He brought His serv
ant, John Harper, all the way from London to Chicago, in
the fall of 1911. Harper arrived in early November, when
I had been a "pastor" for just two months.
I can see him now. His eyes distinguished him. Mild and
kindly they were, and when he preached, they shone with
compassionate earnestness. He was forty years of age" an aIi ve man," as A . C . D'1xon use d to say.
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His voice marked him, too, especially his voice in prayer.
One thought of John Knox while hearing Harper plead
wit~ God. And when he prayed, the heavens opened.
The Moody Church, whose auditorium was shared by the
Moody Bible Institute, was pastorless at the time, and John
Harper had been asked to leave London, where he was min
ister of the Walworth Road Baptist Church, to fill the
Moody Church pulpit on the November Sundays that year.
He had come prepared to work on a book he was writing,
feeling that this leisurely month could thus be profitably
employed.
The book never was completed, for from the first hour,
Harper's preaching stirred hearts and he was in demand as
a leader. By the beginning of the second week, evangelistic
services were being held nightly, with prayer meetings
each morning from six to seven o'clock, and at noon.
Often the preacher spoke as many as five times a day.
Though none of us realized it then, he was pleading
with men from the threshold to Glory, for only a few
months later, in April of 1912, while en route to Chicago
for a return evangelistic engagement, he went Home to
Christ from the icy decks of the Titanic.
To hear him speak, I would be in the meeting every
night. Both the music and the messages held me, as they
did scores of others. In those first weeks, one hymn pre
dominated, and often slender John Harper himself would
rise to lead it.
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"All hail the power of Jesus' Name,
Let angels prostrate fall."
How Christ was magnified! How His power, His right
eousness, His worthiness were set forth!
Through every service, one text, Galatians 2:20, ran
like a scarlet thread. God led His servant to give searching
messages on confession and cleansing in the blood of Christ,
on the reckoning of oneself dead to sin and possessed of
resurrection life in Christ.
As the days progressed, another old song echoed through
the Moody Church, and this one likewise was centered in
the Son of God:

"When I survey the wondrous cross
On which the Prince of Glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss
And pour contempt on all my pride."
We sang all five of those glorious stanzas.
Right through the Christmas season, interest in the meet
ings continued unabated. At year's end, God was searching
my heart very deeply. I had thought I was a Christian. I
had said so, quite believingly, on the application blank
which had been sent to the Moody Bible Institute. Back in
Australia, I had answered the questions of a zealous, soul
winning pastor, and on the strength of those replies, had
been invited to unite with the church. The plan of salva-
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pre-eminence. I read: "Who gave himself for us," and

VII
ACCORDING TO PLAN

"His name alone is exalted." There it was again-accent on
the Son of God-the secret of every blessing. People
around me were singing. I listened to the words.

"Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ, my God;
All earthly things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to His blood.
"See, from His head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down;
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?
"Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were an off'ring far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine
Shall have my soul, my life, my all."
I sang with them, my heart echoing "amen," There was
no doubt inmy mind that I belonged to Christ, and that
He was mine forever. What a glorious realization this
was!
That week end, the little church in Brainerd welcomed
a "new"pastor--one who, at the cross, had become a
"newcreature in Christ Jesus."
From then on, it would be my business to "walk in
newness of life."
~

•.

JUDGE SCOTTanswered the doorbell, received the telegram, and came back to the living room to hand the
yellow envelope to me. I tore it open and read two star
tling messages, one on the usual blue ticker tape and the
other scrawled with invisible ink that only I could see.
It was late summer, in 1913. My work completed at the
Moody Bible Institute, I had come to this little Texas town
of Paris to become the pastor of the First Congregational
Church there, at the special insistence of the saintly Judge
Scott, and I was making my home with him.
Without hesitation, I handed the telegram to my good
friend. It was from Ferguson, a suburb of St. Louis, where
my brother Jim was a pastor, and it said that Jim was
critically ill. Across the face of that cryptic message I saw
one bitter word: "Frustration." It meant that everything
was going wrong-for Jim, and for me. For long minutes
I sat silent.
"You want to go to him, Son, don't you?" the judge
asked at length.
I wanted nothing else quite so much at that moment. But
I had just begun my pastorate in Paris. I argued that to
leave it now would be disastrous. The judge had walked
longer by faith than I had walked, and he had learned that
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when God upsets His people's plans it is always meant for
their good. Kindliness warmed his voice as he said, "All
right, Louis. We'll arrange it.''
The decision meant providing supply preachers for the
indefinite period of my absence. But the judge had not
seen that invisible writing, and so his faith rose with the
emergency.
Stumblingly I went on, having to learn other and harder
lessons in God's school
The Heart of Brother Jim

Arriving in St. Louis, I found Jim even more ill than I
had feared, and my heart cried out desperately, "Why does
this have to be!" When I bent over his bed, he reached up
thin arms, pathetic in their powerlessness, to draw me to
him.
"It's all right, old boy," he whispered. "I'll get better. I
have to."
One dominant thought seemed to be driving him on. "I
must get to Australia ... to speak to Dad ... about his
soul. Oh, Louis-" and his voice trailed off, "pray for
Dad!"
That was Jim: always putting others' needs before his
own. He had known his physical strength was limited,
for in early young manhood he had suffered an attack of
rheumatic fever which had affected his heart. During the
few years that followed his graduation from the Moody
Bible Institute and attendance at Xenia Theological Semi
nary, he had been warned repeatedly by physicians that ~e
must limit his preaching to two messages a week. But his
soul was aflame with love for the lost, and he could not be
deterred.
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It had been his plan to resign his pastorate at Ferguson,
and to conclude his ministry there with a tent campaign
designed to reach the whole town with the gospel; and
then, in the fall, to sail for Australia with one major pur
pose in view-to witness to Father personally of his_ need
of the Saviour. There had been, of course, the faithful
testimony and appeal that letters made possible, but these
had not been enough. Jim wanted also to see Mother
again-the one who had prayed him through, into the
ministry.
I found myself saying: "It's a perfect plan. If anybody
can lead Dad to Christ, Jim is the person to do it."
In fact, it never entered my mind that, in the providence
of God, there could be any other way.
Jim seemed to rest in the fact of my presence with him.
He knew that my love for him was such a deep abiding
force that it had drawn me all the way from Australia, a
few years earlier, just that I might be near him. I think he
realized too, that I would gladly have exchanged places
with hfui now, and given him my strength and youth, if it
could have meant his continuance in the ministry in which
God had so richly blessed him.
What he did not know was that his slow, sketchy sen
tences, spoken in weakness, were revealing his innermost
heart; and that they were showing him as a spiritual giant
and me as a pitiable dwarf.
For example, when he recalled the Ferguson tent meet
ings, he had no words for the great numbers who had at
tended, or for the generally conceded success of the cam
paign. He never referred to the fact that it was this ef
fort that had overtaxed his strength and brought on his
present suffering. All he could talk of was his heartbreak
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over the souls who had not come and had not accepted
Christ.
..0 God," I would pray as I left his room, .. what would
I not give for a love for souls like that!"
His concern for Father was even more poignant. Never
a day passed that he did not speak of him, or ask that we
pray together for his salvation. Jim begged the physician
to do all he could to make him well, adding quickly, .. I've
got to get to Australia, you know. My father is not saved."
For a time, his physical condition seemed to improve.
My church in Texas kindly extended the period of my ab
sence, and I planned to go with Jim to Australia as soon as
he was able to travel. Tickets were purchased, and the
thought of the trip buoyed him up. But gradually weak
ness overtook him, and he knew, himself, that the Lord was
going to take him Home.
That last night of Jim's life he rested his head in my
arm~I a young fellow of twenty-three and he four years
older. Even in his weakness, he sang, and the hymn which
he chose was a brave declaration of his faith:

"Jesus, I am resting, resting
In the joy of what Thou art,
I am finding out the greatness
Of Thy loving heart."
All night long he was in prayer, and his words are burned
upon my heart. "Lord," he began, "we have trusted Thee
••• we do trust Thee, and we ever shall trust Thee for ...
everything ••• in life ••• in death ••• and forever." I
thought: Can I actually add "amen" to that?
There was a long pause. Jim said something about our
thoughts not being God's thoughts, and then he added:

With almost his
last breath, Jim
sang .

"Oh, how great Thy loving lundness,
Vaster, broader than the seal
Oh, how marvelous Thy goodness,
Lavished all on me!
Yes, I rest in Thee, Beloved,
Know what wealth of grace is Thine,
Know Thy certainty of promise,
And have made it mine.,,

From Immanuel Hymnal published b;,
Macmillan Ca., 1929. Ua;;\ by penniaaion.
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«we supposed our plan would . . . bring Father . . . to
Thee. But if this is not Thy way ... then work as Thou
seest best-just so Father is saved."
I knew what it cost him to pray like that. I knew it cost
even more for him to say: "Lord, I will fay down my min
istry and go Home-gladly- if that will show Father his
need of the Saviour."
In his prayer, he asked the Lord to sustain the family,
and especially Mother. He exhorted me earnestly to preach
the Word and to be instant in season and out of season.
And then, slowly, he ceased speaking, and God took
him.
A wave of despair broke over me. For five anguished
hours I wept as I prayed. I saw that horrid word again:
«Frustration." Nothing seemed to make any sense. In my
darkness and loneliness, I was sure God's plans had mis
carried. I kept asking: How could God take him, when he
had so beautifully resigned himself to the divine will? Why
had He denied Jim's one wish, when it had been for the
salvation of a lost soul? Who, now, could win Father for
Christ? Certainly there was no one else so winsome and so
zealous as Jim.
By Faith to Australia

The struggle within me was desperate and long. But by
the time we had laid Jim to rest, and I had prepared to go
on to Australia alone, I was beginning to walk by faith, as
old Judge Scott had tried to show me.
During the few weeks that I was at home in Australia, I
saw that a change had come in my father's attitude toward
spiritual things. He would sometimes ask us to read Scrip-
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ture passages from Daily Light, and to sing the old hymns
of the church. But he would not let me speak to him alone.
Day after day passed, and I thought of Jim, and of his
crushing burden for Dad's salvation. One night, just be
fore I was due to return to the United States, I made up
my mind I must talk to Father. I waited until he had re
tired, and then I went to his room, and turned on the
light, and sat at his bedside for about an hour. He did not
resent my coming.
I spoke of Jim-to whom Father had refused to write
for some six years-of Jim's fruitful ministry in America,
and especially of his great love and concern for Father.
My listener was deeply touched; tears trickled down the
gray lines of his face. Never before had I seen my father
give way to emotion. He seemed to understand the plan
of salvation as I outlined it simply for him; in fact, I am
not sure but that, even then, he believed. His love of fair
dealing shone out again, as it had so often in his lifetime.
"Son," he said brokenly, "f d have to give it up-this
liquor business. And I've been in it almost thirty years.
I'm too old to start anything else."
When we prayed together, he sobbed as he said, •cr.ord, I
want to be a Christian. Make it possible for me to be· a
Christian."
He would not see that the possibility was already pro
vided. With a heavy heart, I left him.
There followed three or four years in which I read, off
and on, that «invisible writing" that dulled my faith. Then
came a letter from Australia that blotted out the gloomy
word, ..Frustration," from my spiritual vision and set me
shouting, "Jesus doeth all things well!"

FAITII FOR THE FAMILY
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The letter unfolded a picture to me: of a weary man, ex
tremely ill for two years before he would resign himself to
his affliction. Now he was on the way to the hospital. His
wife bent over him. They spoke of several individuals,
among them two faithless associates of Father's who had
once ruined his business and caused him to go into bank
ruptcy.
"You know," Father said gently, "all that hatred and
bitterness in my heart-it is gone! ...
"Could you sing for me?"
She knew what he wanted. Two favorites had been
"Lead Kindly Light," and "Abide with Me."
There was that last verse:
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trHold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes,
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies:
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee;
In life, in death, 0 Lord, abide with me."
"O Lord!" They prayed together, and then he added
hopefully, "I will come back to you, Mother. You need me
so. I will take better care of you than ever before!"
"But ... if the Lord-"
"If the Lord should call me-I am ... ready ... trusting
in Him."
Not long after he had uttered those words, my father
saw "earth's vain shadows flee," and because he was "trust
ing in Him" when that moment came, he went Home to
be with the Lord.
The Saviour's plans had not miscarried. He had not used
Jim, or me, in the way we ha·d supposed He would. But
there was joy in heaven over one sinner that repented
and that one was our father, for whom Christ died.

~ E MONTH of May, in Texas, has a gentleness about
it. I met her there-in May.
She came to prayer meeting, in the little church in Paris,
Texas, where I was the pastor, and to which I had just re
turned after a long absence in St. Louis and Australia, due
to the illness and death of my brother. While I was away,
she had been engaged as church organist.
Early for the meeting, she came into the room before
others were there. I saw her enter-dark hair framing a
small round face. When she spoke, her voice had a soft
ness that I liked.
Seeing me, she could have been either shocked or else
amused, for I was seated at the organ, making a joyful
noise in a manner that was scarcely a musical accomplish
ment. But if either surprise or amusement moved her, she
did not show it-and from the very beginning I thought
vaguely: Here is somebody that can understand me.
People began to assemble for the meeting. I went to the
pulpit to take charge, and she slipped into her place at the
organ with such quietness and grace as to be almost unob
served. I heard her play; there was skill and finesse in her
music, and her heart was in it. After the meeting, I in
quired about this Miss Audrey aogue, and upon learning
67
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When she played,
her heart was In
the music.
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that she would give music lessons to a small group of
pupils, I arranged at once for lessons with her to be taken
twice a week!
In various ways, I learned that she had been among the
many whose spiritual lives had grown, like an unfolding
flower; under the warm winsomeness of Joseph Flacks, the
Hebrew Christian who had preached in my church during
the long weeks of my absence.
When I thought of her, I told myself again, as I had
many times before, that Joe Flacks was one of the choicest
friends I ever had. His short, squat figure had first become
familiar to me at the Moody Bible Institute where our
rooms were close together and our activities even closer.
Later, when I had felt my presence extremely necessary
to the then new pastorate in Paris, the Lord had snatched
me away and had planted Joe Flacks in my place-Joe with
his deep love for the prophecies of the Word of God and
for .. the dying souls of men-and I came back to the
church to find that the p.eople were freshly prepared by the
Spirit of God for a greater advance. For a time we were
co,-pastors of .t he work in Paris, and never have I worked
in sweeter harmony with any other man.
It seemed right, then, that when Audrey and I were to
be married, some two years later, our Jewish brother should
perform the ceremony. In fact, though the plan was not
prearranged, he helped in the purchase of the wedding
dress. The incident reveals two beautiful characteristics:
zeal for souls that our Hebrew friend displayed, and per
ception and· sweetness shown in the b.i:~de-to-be. It hap
pened this way:
In the town 6f Paris, there had been a d,yastating fue.
Within a few minutes, fourteen thousand people were
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homeless. Our church suffered some loss, and among other
furnishings that needed to be replaced was the piano for
the Sunday school. I was absent from the city at the time,
and my co-pastor was to make the purchase in Dallas,
some one hundred miles away. He prevailed upon our
young organist to accompany him on this errand, and to
give her advice.
When the piano was purchased, there were the wedding
things to be chosen. In her happy impulsiveness, the girl
urged "Brother" Flacks to go with her in search of satin
and veiling and valley lilies. Perhaps she knew, with her
fine sensitiveness to human needs, that the mere invitation
would kindle delight in the heart of a Jew who must often
have been lonely.
Planning for a Weclcling

They went to one of the best stores in Dallas, operated
by Jews, and saw yards of gleaming satin unfolded.
In his gentle, unassuming way, Joseph Flacks suggested
to the salesperson, .. You know, I'm going to marry this
girl."
His Jewish features were unmistakable, and his comment
aroused curiosity.
In the most matter-of-fact way, he went on to say, uyes,
but she is not going to marry me. I will tell you of the ab
sent bridegroom."
It was easy and natural to make the transition to the sub
ject of Christ, the waiting Bridegroom in heaven, and to
urge upon the hearer an acceptance of Him. All day long,
he missed no opportunity to witness, with delicate tact, for
the Lord he loved.
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There was an
....1o,. from
Australia.

The train that was to take them back to Paris was due to
leave at about nine o'clock.
"There is time to go to the mission!" Joe Flacks sug
gested eagerly. To the girl, wearied from a hard day of
shopping, the idea seemed preposterous. But again her un
derstanding heart moved her to assent.
Seated in the back of the mission hall where some two
hundred people had congregated, she saw her friend in
vited to be the speaker of the evening. In embarrassed sur
prise, she listened; his message was about "The Wedding
Garment."
The Jews love allegory and are particularly apt in the
use of it. Joe Flacks was that night. He began with
snatches of conversation that had been heard that after
noon. And then, faithful to his Lord, he went on to exalt
Christ, the heavenly Bridegroom, and to speak of His love
for His bride, the church. With tenderness he drew atten
tion to the One who had so .. loved the church" that He
gave His life for it on Calvary's cross. He pictured Him
in the "far country," even heaven itself, waiting and pray
ing for His blood-bought bride, until He should return for
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her and take her to Himself. In the interim before Christ's
return, he said that all the bills are paid; for just as the
girl's father had given her several blank checks, to be filled
in according to the amount of her needs, so all the prom
ises of God are at the believer's disposal. With sweet hu
mility he spoke of the Holy Spirit, the One who aids the
bride-to-be in her task of choosing garments "clean and
white," in readiness for Christ's appearing and the "mar
riage supper of the Lamb."
A roomful of people listened in close attention. To one
person, the message meant more than to others. In the
deepest sense-she understood.
Believing Forever

She understood also on that day in 1919 when The
Letter came. We had moved to Oak Park, Illinois, where I
was pastor of the Fourth Congregational Church, and we
were experiencing hard days. With the influenza epidemic
raging, I was called upon, night and day, to minister to the
suffering and the dying and to comfort the bereaved.
Utterly wearied, my wife and I were resting in our little
bungalow home that hot afternoon. Our year-old daugh
ter played on the floor. When the mailman handed me a
sheaf of letters, I saw that one was large and weighty, as
though it contained enclosures. It was from Australia, and
I tore at the eavelope.
Inside, there were messages from several of my sisters
and brothers. I read the words unbelievingly, and silence
settled over me like a heavy cloak. Without a word, I
passed the letters to my wife. When she read them, she did
not reprove me for my silence nor seek to alter it. After
all, she, too, was a mother, and with that indescribable
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awareness that God has given to such women, she sensed
what it had meant for a mother to die, in far-off Australia,
and for her son in America to be suddenly jolted into the
realization of his great loss.
Later in the day, I left the house, and for hours I walked,
seeking to reconstruct the scenes that The Letter had
sketched.
My mother had died of influenza, following only a
week's illness. With one of my sisters, she had been making
her home with another daughter, after the passing of my
father.
One day, while she was still well, but resting on a couch
and chatting with one of the girls, she observed, "Tomor
row I will wash those curtains. I want to wash them with
my own hands."
The curtains were prized Nottingham lace.
"Hubert will be home from the war in about two more
weeks," she went on musingly, "and that English bride of
his must find things looking right!"
Perhaps she thought of her own coming to Australia, as
a bride from England in that long-ago time. She wanted
her son, and her son's wife, to partake of the same home
centered enjoyment.
But when "tomorrow" came, Mother was unable to rise
from her bed, and one of my sisters was ill, too.
The doctor called, and Mother whispered, "Please see my
daughter first. She is much worse than I am."
Rapidly she grew weaker. Though her mind was clear
and she understood all that was said to her, she became un
able to speak. It had not been difficult, however, to know
some of the things she was thinking. For example, when
her children came to her bedside-and all the family was
near her except Jim and Father who were in heaven,
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Hubert who was en route from France, and I in the United
States-Mother seemed to check them off one by one, as
though she were saying, «yes, you are safe in Christ. In
that little locked room upstairs I p_rayed for you every
day. 'With my own hands' I helped to lead you to the
Saviour."
On the question of personal salvation, she could account
for all of us~xcept one. There was my brother Will, the
only one of the family to whom the taste for liquor had
been a sharp t.emptation. It was to him my mother gave
her last pleading message, not spoken in words, but in the
appeal of her eyes. She would look only at Will, following
him with her glance as he moved about the room.
But those eyes closed, at last, and Will had not yielded
to Christ.
I came back from my walk and my musing and I said to
my wife, "Mother prayed for all of us. But she had to go
to heaven without knowing that her prayer was fully an
swered. I wonder why."
My wife was not as troubled about the matter as I was;
she has a mother's faith, and that kind is strong. When
years passed-five, perhaps-and word came of Will's ill
ness, and of his outstandingly triumphant conversion and
t.estimony that occurred only a few days before his death,
my understanding helpmeet reminded me gently, "Your
mother always believed Acts 16:31, didn't she?"
I repeat.ed aloud the words of the t.ext: "Believe on the
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved, and thy house."
Mother, Father, five boys and three girls-all of our house
had been saved, by the grace of God.
Yes, my mother had believed, and God had met her faith
in glorious fulfillment.
He always will.

IX
PLEA FOR ACTION

FROM "the brewer's boy," redeemed by the blood of
Christ, will you receive a personal word?
You who read this little book find yourself in one of
two classes. Either you are a child of God by faith in
Jesus Christ, or else you reject "so great salvation."
If you are born again, this is my earnest word to you:
Never lose heart because your loved ones are slow in com
ing to the Saviour. Never stop praying and believing. If
there is the faithful giving of the Word, and the þÿ�wa� t� e� r� �
ing of it by prayer and faith, God will bring the increase.
He did this for the Talbot family; He has done it for
scores of others.
Think of the patient Monica, mother of St. Augustine.
For thirty years she prayed for the conversion of the one
who became her distinguished son. It is recorded of her
that in "manifold cares and burning tears, in the midst of
which she never either murmured against God or lost
hope, she found her prayers answered beyond her expectations"-just before the Lord took her to be with Himself.
Think of J. Hudson Taylor, the founder of the China
Inland Mission. Before his birth, his father and mother
prayed that God would give them a son and that this son
7S
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might be a missionary to China. But for years after the
son was given to them, it seemed to the parents that they
must give up the second part of their desire. Not only
was the health of the lad so delicate that missionary life
seemed out of the question for him, but he was not even a
Christian.
There came a day, when he was seventeen years of age,
when his mother was away from home. It was a holiday
and young Taylor decided to browse in the library. He
turned to a little basket of pamphlets, thinking, "There
will be a story at the beginning of these booklets and a
sermon or a moral at the close; I will read only the first
part.''
He sat down with one of the little books. At the same
time his mother, seventy or eighty miles away, felt an in
tense yearning for the con version of her boy. Rising from
the dinner table, she went to her room and turned the key
in the door, resolved not to leave that spot until her pray
ers were answered. Hour after hour she pleaded with
God. Finally the Spirit of God gave her the sweet assur
ance of the con version of her son. When she returned to
her home several days later, the son rushed to meet her
with the glad news that he was saved.
"I know, my boy," the mother answered, "I have been
rejoicing about it for a fortnight." It was with amaze
ment and delight that young Taylor listened to her part
of the story.
How wonderfully God worked! All the Spirit-indited
prayers were answered, and China was blessed as a result.
Think, too, of R. A. Torrey. Over a period of many
years, he endeavored to win his wayward brother to Christ.
In his letters, he would draw attention to the brother's
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spiritual needs, and would urge upon him the necessity
of making an immediate decision. Time rolled on-and
then illness laid the brother low. Dr. Torrey saw the op
portunity he had sought. And God granted him the priv
ilege of leading the brother to Christ.
Or think of George Muller. For sixty years he prayed
for the salvation of two men in particular. One of them
was converted shortly before Muller's death, at what was
probably the last service he conducted. The other man
was saved a year after the passing of the one who had
prayed a lifetime for him.
Child of God, go on praying for your unsaved loved
ones. "He is faithful that promised."
Have You Received Christ?

Perhaps you are in the other company, and you are say
ing, "I feel no need of the Saviour." Then you are in the
same position that I was for many years. You think you
are having a good time, but your heart is not satisfied.
You hear the old song,

ttWill the circle be unbroken,
By and by, by and by?"
and you do not know what to answer. My friend, there is
only one way to heaven, and that way is Christ.
"Jesus saith ... I am the way, the truth, and the life:
no man cometh unto the Father, but by me" (John 14:6).
He is not merely the way-shower; He is THE WAY. Sin
closed the gates of glory against every rebellious son of
Adam, for "all have sinned." But through His death on
the cross, Christ opened the way for every sinner to enter,
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if he will, into the presence of a holy God-to be at home
with the Lord.
If you would be saved-whether you are rich or poor,
cultured or ignorant-you must take your place alongside
the Lord Jesus Christ at Calvary, must acknowledge that
it was for your sin the Redeemer died, and must accept
the salvation that Christ's death provides. Only through
a definite acceptance of Him as your personal Saviour is
the way opened for you into heaven.
There are those who mistakenly say it does not matter
what one believes, so long as he is sincere in that belief.
But if he is wrong, no matter how great the sincerity, the
result is tragic.
In Sydney, Australia, there is one of the most beautiful
harbors in the world. It has but one entrance. The only
channel that is wide and deep is between two high promon
tories of rock known as the North Head and the South
Head. A short distance from the South Head there is a
depression in the coastline called "The Gap," and this gap
became known as "the graveyard of ships," so often was
it mistaken for the entrance to the harbor.
Many years ago, a vessel called the Dunbar with hun
dreds of people on board drew near the harbor after dark.
The captain saw "The Gap" and thought it was the en
trance to the harbor. Before he discovered his mistake, he
heard the roar of the breakers against the rocks. Every
one of the hundreds of passengers perished, with the ex
ception of one man who was thrown up onto a ledge on
the high rocks. The captain had been perfectly sincere.
But he was mistaken, and he was lost.
There is just one channel into salvation and everlasting
bliss. That way is Christ. My friend, you cannot afford

to make a mistake in regard to your eternal destiny. And
you can be sure of heaven, if you will. The dominant
note of the Word of God is triumphant certainty. Job
said, "For I k.naw that my Redeemer liveth" (Job 19: 2 5) .
The Lord Jesus said, "Him that cometh to me I will in no
wise cast out" (John 6: 37) . Hear Him again declare,
"Verily, verily, I say unto you, He that heareth my word,
and believeth on him that sent me, hath [not will have]
everlasting life, and shall not come into condemnation;
but is passed from death unto life" (John 5:24).
If you have not accepted Christ as your own personal
Saviour, let me urge you to trust Him now to forgive all
your sins. The moment you do so, you possess eternal life,
and heaven with all its joys and glories is yours forever.
Do it now! Then you can sing:
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"Friends will be there I have loved long ago:
Joy like a river ara,1,nd me will flow:
Yet just a smile from my Saviour, I know,
Will through the ages be glory fO'T me."
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